7 he Taming of theShre'tol " 

Petr. Ifayirlsthc Mocne. 

Kate, 1 knew it isthe Moone. 

Petr. Nay then you lye ; i. is the bleffed Sunne, 

Kate. Then God be bieft, it is the blcllcd fun, 

But fur.ne i t is not, w-Iid you fay it is not. 

And the Moonecnaugcseuen asyourmindc: 

\\ hat you will inue it nam’d, cuen that it is. 

Aud io it (hall befofor Katherine . 

Hurt. Petra chic, goe thy wayes, the field is won. 

Petr. Well, forward, forward thus the bowlc flioidd rur. 

And no: vnluckilyagainftthe Bias: * 

But fofc : Com^ any is comming here. 

Enter Vincent h, 

Goodmorrow gentle Miftris, where away : 

Tcllmcefwccte Kate, and tell metruely toe, 
liaftrhou b held a frether Gentlewoman: 
f« uch wat re of white and red within her checkes : 

What ftarrs do fpangle hcauen withfuch bcautic, 

As thole two ryes occomc that hcauenly face? 

Faire louely Maidc. once more good day to thee: 

Sweete A ate embrace her for her beauties lake , 

Hert. A will make the man mad to make the woman of him, 
fate. Yong budding Virgin, faire, and frdli, andfweete, 
Whethcraway, or whether jsthyaboade.<’ 

H ippy the parents of fo faire a childc j 
Happier the man whom fauourablc ftars 
Alots thee forhis louely bedfellow. 

Why how now Kate, I hope thou art not mad, 
i hisis a roaB old, wrincklcd, faded, withered, 

And not 3 Maiden, as thou fail! lie is. 

Kate. Pardon old father my miltaking eyes, 

That haue bin (o bcdazled with the funne. 

That cucry thing I lookonfeemech greene: 

Now I perceiuc thouar a reucrent Father: 

Pardon I pray chee for my mad millaking. 

Petr. Do good old grandfire, and with all make kttowa 
Which way thou traucllcft if along with vs. 

Wee /hall be ioyfull of thy company; 

Vi*> | 


TtheT ’ammg of the ShreV. 

Yin. Faire Sir, and you my merry Miftris, 

That with your ftrange encounter much aniafdemc: 

My came is call’d Vincentio, my dwelling Pi/d, 

And bound 1 am to Padua , thereto aifite 
A fonneof mine, which long f haue not feene. 

Petr. What is his name? 

pine. Lucentio Gentle fir. 

petr. Happily met, the happier for thy fonne : 

And now by Law , as well as reucrent age, 

I may imitle thee my louing Father, 

The filter to my wife, this Gentlewoman, 

Thy Sonne by this hath married: wonder not, 

Nor be not grieued, (he is of good efteeme, 

Herdowric wcalthie,and of worchie birth; 

Befide, fo qualified, as may be feeme- 
TheSpoufe of any noble Gentlewoman .* 

Let me imbrace with old Vincentio , 

And wander ws to fee thy hon eft forme. 

Who will of thy arriuall be full joyous-. 

Vine. But ischis true, or is it elfe your pleafure, 
like pleafant rrauailors to breaks a kft 
Vponche companieyou ouertake ? 

Hort. I do affurc thee father fo it is. 

'Petr. Come goc along and fee the truth hereof, 

For our firli menimcnrhath made thee iealous. 

Hor. Well Petruchio , this has put me in heart; 

Haue to ary Widdow, andiflhe froward, 

Then haft thou taught Hortenjio to be vntoward. 

Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca , Cremio 
is out before. 

Biond. Softly and fwiftly fir, for the Pried is ready, 

Luc. I flie Biondello ; but they may chance to neederhec ae 
home therefore leaue vs. Exit . 

Biond, Nay faith’ llefeethe Church a your backe, 
Andrhencomc backe to my miftris as fonne as I can. 

Cjre, I maruaile (fambio comes not all this while. 


Earn ft t. 
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